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The ANGLE editors and staff dedicate ANGLE'89
to Dr. Mary Ann Davis.

We thank you Dr. Davis for opening doors of perception
that lead us into real gardens that have imaginary toads and
"light winged Dryad(s). . . .Singing of summer in full-throated
ease" while a "dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon. . .sweeps smooth"
overhead.
Blake
Moore
Keats
Hopkins

Author: Full Issue

And Belfast Reioices

By Liam Emmet O'Sullivan

The clouds have finally broken and the light is shining through,
warming an earth that has gone cold and frozen. It was grey and
bleak this morning, and the children were subdued with the climate reflecting their inner thoughts. They were waiting for the sun
to bring the warmth, to free them from their pain, to free them
from their reality, to deceive them once again.
There's an old man in the alleyway between the two bars, and he
lies with his legs opened and his arrns crossed as he cradles an
empty bottle, and there's a stray black dog sniffing his pants looking for a meal, and the old man lifts his head and looks at me
staring at him, and through his eyes he spoke to me.

How many more will die while the sun shines?, I imagined his
voice shaking, as a child plays in the broken glass of a burned-out
car; and Belfast rejoices.
How many more will die while the sun shines?, I imagined he
screamed, as a priest hides a murderer who blew up a bomb in a
school; and Belfast rejoices.
How many more will die while the sun shines?, I imagined he
moaned, as a minister pats a soldier on the back as an old
woman lies bleeding to death in the street; and Belfast rejoices.

An no one really laughs
and no one really cries
and they're left wondering
why they have to die;
and Belfast rejoices.

And the light reflected his tears as they trickled down his cheeks,
how many more will die while the sun shines?, I heard him ask
himself, and does it matter since they'll die in the rain. The mist
never leaves, he whispered, it blinds and deceives us all, chilling
our hearts with hatred; and Belfast rejoices.
And I looked away and then I looked again,
and the old man had fallen asleep
and the dog had run away,
and I heard a baby cry.
And it began to rain, chilling me to the bone.
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A Few Questions To consider:
What is a flying color?

If you make a cow laugh, will milk come out of its nose?
If a white cat crosses a black family, does the cat get bad luck?
If you hit a goldfish over the head, does it blink?
How many jars of peanut butter does it take to cover an averag e size pis?
John Falzone

SIEGFRIED'S DAY OFF
Moist roses amidst desert thorns
Blue night loving yellow day
Spider's artistry smoothly snaring
sticky flies
Quiet breathing and vespered phantasms
Mahagony striking shades of dandelion
Meadow minions of crooked crags
Wonderful labrynth of pink concr ete
Luminary shadows at summer Carnival
Gray shoelaces swooshing
Against factory floors
And the silent march of black ants along the wall
Gripping dinner in their jaws
Peter J. DuffV

I was born in a moving taxi

I was born in a moving taxi
under the drone of traffic and the light
of neon signs.
An old Everly Brothers' song had been playing
on the radio.
The voices of angels announcing the arrival of
the Messiah were transmitted
through the stratosphere.
The taxi-my mang er.
The day's newsprint-my swaddling cloth.
My star was a stoplight.
The King of Jews was heard above the sounds of the city.
The city became quiet.
Rejoice.

Troy Robinson

I GOT GOLD EARRINGS
Before my grandmother died,
She gave everything awayEverything that meant anything to her
Was ours to take.
Wne everything was gone,
Jewelry, clothes, pictur€s,
She sat alone in one of many new robes
And waited.
Karen Marie Benz
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THE FERTILE SILENCE
I

I long for the lore
and thaw
of your ardent proximity,

for the subtle innocence
of our play.
I collect
such moments of eternal sudden
like the stark beat
of a clock,
sharp

and tin-thick the clicking
pocket of time
we dance before the stretch

of dawn.
We bask in hesitations,
in tender pause

to savor a light, a shadow,
that inspire
our search for the fertile silence,
the slowness of eternity,
when you and I
can share the quiet
of a winter's night
and read the scroll

sense a glimpse of shrill light
peeling away

Strolling

your muted cry.

tendency

-

heart naked

-

in the Beloved's verdant garden

It is a yearning for some unspoken
of the heart,

a rustling speech,
and I listen
always for your key upon the door,
for the latch
of a window,
when your hands search
for an opening

in the glass.

My sight caught hold of
stark comeliness:
A thistle in bloom,
A thistle like none ever

to points

-

Midday Sun toward arrogance
Through the pursual.
So I stepped back once,
Then two paces,

I had known,
Or been known by.
Its beguile had penetrated

Three,

That it might take notice of its

after its beauty.

of silence that are different,

to places where
the darkness seems to shine

own shadow
And learn what it had always been:
Just a weed
Just a weed
Whom I had grown to love.

Or-hadlbeen
So, so foolish as to
Willingly
that afternoon
Anticipate the delights

exploring

the mystery of water,
seeking the song of jasmine,
the knowledge
in a blade of grass.

-

When the sun
has rolled up her amber hair,

And so I marvelled at it,
And it smiled back my way.
Ah!
but what a fool was I!
For in but brief time
Its blossom had turned from

my sensitivities
And made me want

We come sometimes

of the heart,
listening

RUDE AWAKENING: A Sampling of Mystical Verse

-

-

that Love's store would
have for me?

Donald Blois, OCDS

gently threading

to the voice of dreams.

the gown of her seasons,
you lie awake

Within

with eyes glowing

our blue-stained house
you speak

in the warm

of calliopes

darkness

and red and gold popcorn wagons,
and tell me the wisdom of clouds.
while I weave
the smile of colors
on a wall,
holding my fingers
beneath you

and caressing the pink sand
that flows against my tears,

that slips
through my gaze.
When I feel

the slow glazing of sound
the eyes
make when touching far
from across a room,

Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 1989

Molasses
Sticky soft oozing
January snail trails, the

of our fervent arms.
Know, my love,
though the mountains may lose

Procrastinating

their voice
and the sky turns to liquid,

Sugar just lazes about
the vats soon to smell of rum.

I come forever
to taste the fruit
of your emotions,
embrace

the marrow of your words,
the symmetry
of your thoughts,

Chris Tanner

listening

to the music
of your silence.
Diu
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THE SNEAKER

BY Kevin wvszkowski

There I sat, just my brother and I. I had been on the same shelf now for
almost one year. I wanted to get out of that store so badly that I would do
almost anything. On the day before Christmas I was taken off the shelf and put
in a bag.
The next morning I was rudely awakened by a rough fourteen-year-old boy
who tore me out of the box, looked at me for a few minutes and then threw me
underneath a Christmas tree. It was dark and damp under there. Whenever a
person walked by the tree, pine needles fell all over me. I could do nothing, I
just layed there on my side with my tongue sticking out.
After about a week, the brat decided to try me on. I had a nice little chevron
sign on my right side with "Pony" written above that. I was as white as newly
fallen snow and I smelled good too. The kid's foot had an awful odor. Thank
goodness that he was wearing a sock to help muffle the stench. I tried to fisht
him, but he grabbed me by my tongue, pounded my "soul" into the floor and
started to tie me up with a shoe lace. At this very moment I realized that a
sneaker's life was not what it was cracked up to be.
The next morning I was awakened at seven o'clock in the morning and
forced to go outside without any protection from the elements. I wasn't but five
feet from the house when my owner shoved me into a puddle of slushy water.
I was so cold for the rest of the day.
When I arrived at school the next day, I decided to get back at this jerk for
what he was putting me through. For the rest of the rest of the month of
January I squeeched as he walked through the halls. At times he was so
embarrassed that he couldn't stand me.
This kid had me and my brother for about six months. During this time I felt
that we served him very well. We basically got him where he had to go. He
didn't seem to care about the good job which we were doing because during
that time we were kicked, beaten, tatooed with pens of every color, ripped,
frost bitten, etc, The cruelties that we endured just go on and on.
One day in late July my brother was lost. I was frantic because we shoes
realize that when one of us are lost we rarely ever make it back. I was alone
now. What was to become of me? I was old and dilopidated; my "soul" was
worn out from serving my owner. I was no longer white, but, instead a dingy
gray, ripped and torn. Nobody would want me without my brother.
I was thrown into a large box with other shoes. It was like a prison. Many of
these shoes were out of style. The life I lived in this box for the next year was
depressing. But then one day, out of the blue, my brother was thrown into the
box. I was so happy to see him.
When we were four years old, we were both finally removed from the box
and forced to walk behind a lawnmower. This is probably where we willspend
the rest of our lives until we are fed to the big German Shepard as a toy.

6
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Cosho, The Tailor

The sun goes home
In the west
And ends another day;
The manager,
Towards the east,
Sends Cosmo on his way.

Old Cosmo sews

All the

day

From early morning

'Til night;
He sews

And mends
And makes okay
What others can't set aright.
He patches holes,
He shortens cuffs,
And tightens pants
That are too wide.

All that once
Was a mess
He fixes with great pride.
He listens to the Italian tenor Caruso,
Who on the radio sings old songs so well;
To little children gone astray in the store,
Old Cosmo a few nice, old stories does tell.
He hums during his work,
His joy he never hides;
He moves his needle assuredly,
Back and forth with great stride.

All who see him
Look in awe

At the talents he doe.s have
By far;

A tailor of talents beyond
Earthly measure,

Born from some
Great star.
The day is done,
And Cosmo goes home,
His work is done
This day.
His image is lost,
To others, in dark;
He walks himself home

And fades away.
After he is out of sight,
Does his life go on?
Is he seen in another light?
Does he have a son?
Who really knows?
Who really cares?
Ever-loyal Cosmo,
Expectant of each new day,

Like victims of dreary winter
Are hopeful for warmth in May.
Maybe he just walks home,
In pocket holds his pdV,
And waits to hear the words
Others have yet to say.

Roger Scalzo
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I Once Knew Her
I call, dear girl,
And you're not there,
But I still
Remember your hair;
It was a chestnut-brown.
You wore it long,
Then cut it short,
Yet never took away
Your smile.
Oh, that smile of yours!
You were a beauty
In my eyes
That transcended
Physical desire;
No; you were more
Like a spiritual fire

I could see it
[n your eyes,
Those sparkling-blue crystals
That lit a flame
In the dark, inner depths
Of my soul.
That same soul
Now aches for the flame original
You once, for a while, provided;
Out of sight,
Not out of mind,
I search for Vou,
Yet cannot find.
Time has flown,
As if on Hermes' wings,

To take away
The joy you bring.
My thoughts of you
Have no end,
Though to the winds
Of tomorrow,
Your flame in me
Does bend.
Those same winds
Drift us further apart,

And I begin to doubt
What I remember of you
Now, dear woman.
Were your eyes a sharp,
Sparkling-blue, or
Were they really
An earthy brown?
Do I imagine that which
I can't precisely remember?

I feel I need

9ou,

Before my eyes,
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To remember,
And know again,
What it feels like
To see Vou,
To hear gou,
To sense you beyond
The five senses,
And to, once more,
Embrace you

With my soul!
Roger Scalzo
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SLIM NELL
Slim Nell
With the carnie colored cockatoo
Is stretched out on satin sheets.
Her tiny red bottle of dreams by the bed
Next to her cotton candy nail polish
Is always an arm's reach away.

f*
=
o
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Last month's roses
Spill puddles of red petals
Flowing off the white doily
Onto a walnut highboy
Where the marsh-lipped copper clock clicks
In still Sunday morning light.
A slender green feather slips from the stand
Hushed up and up by the heat
Falling in the joint of January storm windows.

A splint ered sycamore crackles with ice
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Painting mottled wall prisms above Nell's head.
"Tomorrow-tomorrow-tomorrow," he caws.
Peter J. DuffV
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Hymenoptera
blue and yellow segmented bodies swarm
from the Trooper hive
buzzing through tides of mechanical stench
attuned to the gangliar hum
of their bloated queen
flashing red and white wings
on scuttling Beetles and predatory Spyders
they hasten
to gratify her scurvy appetites

Tania Hewes
10
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One Nisht Stand

By Derrick Van Grol

Author: Full Issue

It started out, as many romances do, with but a glance.
The eyes hesitate as they fall upon a sight they wish to explore deeper, and certainly for a longer period of time.
That's the trouble with a glance, it's so brief. However, it is
that fleeting moment that inspires one further. The cover, if
you will, being as appealing and attractive as it is, entices
one closer from across the store. Time was the torture as I
waited for the second edition to the trilogy I began. Much
like their love affair-something that ended mysteriously
months ago, only leaving the parties involved the knowledge
there was more to come.
One approaches the other and greetings are exchanged,
the flirting begins. A faint smile finally appears and the eyes
grow more intent and interested. Soon they leave the store
together to find peace and privacy, to be alone to explore.
Anticipation envelopes the car as it accelerates its speed
down the dark city streets. She glances in the side view mirror at herself, fixes her hair. He puts the engine in fifth. Finally in an outlying suburb the automobile pulls into a
driveway and the engine stops. Quickly the couple enters
the house, leaving the door unlocked as they go hurriedly
inside.

The pages are opened and the characters revealed to the
reader. He offers her a drink that she used to prefer, and
she accepts for only that he remembered. The jacket is
carefully removed. "Why did you leave me?"; "Why are you
back?" The plot is old, I know, but the characters keep me
company.
Seduction does not apply when both people are willing,
when inner conflict is ignored or distracted. So is the sign of
a poor written novel, when the climax is too abrupt for the
reader. The jacket is returned politely over the shoulders of
the book, and a kiss on the cheek says goodbye. As she
watches the car's taillights fade in her window, I close the
book and set it on my single night stand.
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Five red pony tales shoot down her spine
Her radiator wrist watch a persistence of memory
Clinging to her arm like warm liquorice
Sweeps against her trash-compactor purse.

The Humanities
I

A new breeze whirls pages of still
Wet altruisms off this desk and across the floor
Into the shadows of a Tiffany-web lamp
And up against sun-kissed sneakers

One foot on fire she spirals down a windy one lamp street
Colliding with an off duty checkered cab.
With her purse spilled out and chin on the curb
,A pair of orange sneeks stop by her nose.

A rubber sole rises stork like to itch
A green jean calf

m

While Brobdignagian shoulders perch
On the open sill.

Inaword,ashock,dnod
Magnetized to the other's array of mad plumage

He drops his cigarette in a glass of warm cider
Pulls the hollow metal ball chain

They cauterize the connection
In an entropic overload of dance and awe.

And swoops out to the night.
A brown jungle of curls the last to wave.

With a gurgle and a kick she and the cat in the orange nikes
Gallavant thru town with matches to light

Off to chance a secret run in the fields
Of hay stacks and dead-etched walnut trees

Exploring camelback keyholes and revolving doors.
They set camp in gravel dunes of a vacant lot

A leap over Pilgrim stone fences

Only to split at Gendarme light in a flash and a hiss
Up the State tower grabbing fast to fly and hold the stars.
Brash clouds blow by opening a view
To a cornucopia's mottled lights.

Into an empty field cast with bits of starlight.
The spinachy-hue land flashes blue with June bug
Camouflaging secrets between folded leaves,
Warm stones and tight lipped buds
Swelling with a thousand orchestrated whirs and ribbits.

A yellow moon jiggles its top along the ridge
Sending a signal out to the night.
Shadow figures from stacks of dusty onion skins
Rustle in the hedgerow swaying dark arms.

In a hot-coal hustle he bolts from the spot
As thick green ribbons of corn snap past his eyes
Merging into macaddffi, chain link and dailies
Until he stumbles upon bright city skirts.
With a tremble burst of perspe.,iu"ll
From the pink outcry mouth
She shrieks over the saliva mike
Folk melodies to the urban woes.

Star crossed to the absurd
The carrot dangling and swaying
They gasp and gyrate capturing swathes of air
Between clenched teeth.

N
Dawn's pink belly pushes in the east
Sending tell-tale starts out to sea
The lawn gossip of katydids and rhythms of street corner musicians
Mute into pigeon coos and the drone of a distant street cleaner.
Above her red bangs she stares at a plaid-robed woman
Her gray face clear in the bare bulb room window
Her lips moving for an unseen husband
While deft hands begin to cut grapefruit.

With his head warmed in her lap
He smells venders' spices and soft pretzels

The danger signs of her long sharp earrings
Shake and flash in the buzzing of her words.
Upon seeing the crowd to be silhouettes in cigarette mist
She freaks and lickety-splits to find real faces.
j,

And rises up on worn orange pads
To recognize the street and the river view.
As wool dyers and chimney sweeps drift by
They pass the gates into a greening park with wind-loved hair.
On a groved rise they name a squirrel, and a bird
And quite forget a sinking vermillion moon.
Peter J. Duffv

I4
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1989/iss1/35

15

10

Author: Full Issue

NECROPOLIS

TURNING AROUND

Mount Hope Cemetery, Rochester, N. Y., 10/20/88
in the dark union of insensofe dusf ." - Byron
Blessed abode of the further, sweet infinity,
I come to taste the thirst of your tears.
The hourglass is shattered within this realm of bells,

Turning around,
I glimpsed the face of rare youth
Ivory skinn€d, free of worry,
Joyful, bereft of the pain of age

Where migrating angels hush the floating wood,
Murmuring in tongues beyond that which touches the ear.
Diaphanous, aloof, the color of luster and marrow of bone,
They speak of incense and wonders vast as night,
Chanting the ecstasies of trance and golden wings,
Of senses hidden within a dark and silent music.
Dolorous earth, who slowly embraces each obelisk and knoll
Of man's frail eulogy, what beckons me
To your sacred temples of funeral fire, empyreal haven,
Savoring the rich perfume of your tantra and canticle,
The mystery of your whorled runes told in leaf and shadow.
I wander alone amidst your blackened pillars
And cathedral hills, through plinth and statue
Bathed in a flame of cirrus and honey-stemmed sun,
Past a fountain where Lethe might flow
That I may drink and dissolve all temporal cares,
And know a slumber beyond this smoke-white marble
Carved with the scripture of your October eyes.
Like jagged teeth these stones poke and sway,
Rising from soaked clay and moss staunch, defiant, swelling
The fields like fallen icicles that have not time to melt.
Mute figures clad in garland and robe stare into eternity,
A black, starless ocean, posing the shape of words
That only truth and beauty can approach without shame.
Sunlight grinning, mischievous, plays in the hooded grove
Darting and leaping between angle and chisel,
Over pebbled roads and wrought iron steps,
Scratching its fingers through cinnamon leaves
Mingled with arch and spire, along tributaries of ivy
That linger over forgotten shrines, emerald tigering
The silver stones moist from damp and bramble mist.

Turning around,
I glimpsed the face of young wonder
Golden hair worn like a crown
Eyes open wide in wonderment
Turning around,
I glimpsed the face of budding manhood
Fierce pride temp ered by doubt
Deep concern laced with deviltry
Turning around,
I glimpsed a face of bitter memories
Drawn with the lines of worry
Of dreams lost and glories past
Turning around,
I glimpsed the face of death
Softly speaking my name
And his was the face of rare youth

A rustling stillness lies here, languid, profound,
An unspoken fragrance distant but intimate
I cannot accord with paradigm or texture,
Yet ethereal it glides like lace on a chair,
Exuding a resonance delicate yet heavy with scented musk,
Oils and myrrh. I cannot stroll at ease
Within this palace of secrets, pavilion of dreams,
When the chime of street lights become bright as the moon.
By day we attend at once a friend and stranger,
Uninvited yet tolerated in this garden of sleep,
Knowing our presence is guarded by unseen eyes.
We sense the rule and reverence of an unbroken membrane,
Luminous, supernal, while fate ever vigilant
Slowly binds our feet as we stand below this colonnade of oak,
In this radiant city of the dead.

T6
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Poem From A Sleepless Night
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Oh these beasts I fear are in
my head, yet I'm sure they're
there, alive, prowling, teething on
my creative energy as
it attempts to
cross its
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their young
devour the cream
of my efforts, leaving
only a milky residue
to spill over
this empty
page.

Chris Tanner

The Other Side of the Creek
for CJB
As a child,
I tried to get things
That I could not reach
A jar of honey,
A kitten under the bushes,
The world on the other side of the creek.
We tried to build bridges,
Carefully position large rocks,
Swing from branches and vines,
Or step in.

Our senior year
We diverted the creek
And now we can cross
Without any trouble.
How I long for one damp

"[Jntitled"
Edword G. Hyder III
https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1989/iss1/35
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INSOMNIA
Drowning in slow motion
without arms that flail,
which might soothe
cerebral fires
that rage unchecked in a parched mass

defying the anesthesia

of timber,

I dwell in various spaces
between

the rooms of this house,
trapped above a sunless noon
somewhere below

the blur of dawn,
soaring like Icarus
until wings inhale flame.
Like some omnipotent being
I wander the shadows,
brooding,
drifting in curves,
preying upon helpless inanimate objects,
a disenchanted ghost

from Caligari's cabinet
of illusion and

lost in the jagged shards
of light.

transcience

I pace the mind
like a voracious Balzac,
surveying thoughts
as if they were an abandoned barn,
tracing
its rotting frame,
running the tips of my fingers
over its cracked and peeling skin, its twisted boards
and poke of nail.
The silence of the night
wraps its cool, white arms around me
like a faded blanket,
washed and smoothed
by unseen hands.
Outside I know the world does not wait for me.
Man soon
will rise, struggle,
scrurry,

20
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hurdle himself randomly
in want of ritual,
pause
path
without
taken
a monotone
of who or why.
to join hiln,
He does not invite me
but bound within these fragile hours
must align
who
I
is
it
myself
with his stopwatch,
his escalator, his green mammor, his revolving
doors,
his stacks of numbers, his drone
of enamel and static.
I play homage

to consciousness
like a mute servant
chained bY time,
to his master,
isolation my adversary, my companion,
bearing witness

to my dreams,

cleansing temPest
from template within the soul.
There is no solace,
no incantation,
music,
no invisible
infrared or ultraviolet

that heals
the burning ege,
that ceases this private vigilance
untouched

by Morpheus.
It is only in man's

world

that death
does not awaken,

where these words come
to haunt
my waking moments,
and course through veins

that sleep
eternal

H.B. DIII
2T
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By Emmet O'Lunney

THE DAILY NEWS

As I am walking through the elaborate entrance of the Grand Central Station
Terminal, thoughts of a glorious day fill my head. Nevertheless, my fatigued legs are
painful reminders that I have been journeying through the Big Apple.
We are now entering the underground. The revolting stench of urine permeates
the air. Vagabonds and runaways populate the long, dark hallways leading to the
subways. Messianic prophets, wearing long, white robes, are handing out literature
and screaming messages of doom. Up ahead on the right is a newspaper stand. The
newspaper stands in the underground provide and sell less desirable material. I buy
the evening edition of the Doily
I would like to call home, but I just can't seem to find a telephone with a receiver.
It would be comforting to use the toilet facilities, but I think it is best to wait.
I enter the line to buy a token. It is very dfficult to communicate to the illiterate

Neus.

I

clerk through two inches of bullet-proof glass. I pass my crumbled dollar bill
through a slot and in return I receive a beaten, worn token. I don't know why I
bother to pay when everybody else jumps the turnstiles.
Finding a spot to stand in anticipation for the anival of the train is a very
strategic decision. I am looking around for a suitable location. I just found it. My
back is against the wall. One hand grips the handle of my shopping bag and the
other lies by my side. I now feelcomfortable, well, as comfortable as I am going to
get.

The downtown train is just entering the station. As the train comes to a halt, the
anxious commuiters enter and exit the subway cars. Within fifteen seconds the
train is already on its way to the infinite darkness of the approaching tunnel.
My attention turns to the remaining commuters who will be traveling with me
uptown. There are many businessmen wearing paisley ties, tan raincoats, and black
loafers. There is a pregnant woman in distress as she tries to hold onto her four
innocent children. Of course, there are panhandlers walking around searching for
gulible targets. There is a bum lying on the one bench in this station. I might add
that he is lying in a most awkward position, draped in discolored newspaper.
I am intenupted from that thought and drawn to two sleazy looking women who
have begun to argue. I find out from art old woman nearby that they are fighting
over a missing dollar bill. It seems that bpth of the women involved share the name
"Bitch." lsnt that interesting? The fightitis is becoming intense. They are grabbing
each other by the throat, pulling hair and scratching. I move towards them for a
better view. I am by the edge of the tracks. The entire crowd begins to cheer them
on. I have never seen two people express so much hatred towards each other.
They brush by me and rollonto the tracks. The commuters are quiet now.lt is no
longer entertaining. The two continue to fiSht. There is blood on their faces. The
smaller woman is beginning to show her exhaustion. In a last effort to break free
from the engulfing arms of her enemy she jerks backward, and trips onto the third
rail. The station lights dim. Her pannick-stricken face remains frozen as her body
shakes violently and begins to glow. After what seems like minutes, her lifeless body
falls onto the tracks. The scent of burning flesh fills the station. I am standing
motionless, feeling somewhat responsible for her death. I can't move.
The other woman turns around, trembling. Her eyes meet mine. She begins to
scream and heads off towards the infinite darkness of the approaching tunnel.

here
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The Function Of A Cat

By Jon Monga

In the beginning, God created the heaven and earth, the plants and animals, and
man. The man was intrigued by his world, but alas was lonely. And so God created
woman, and the man was pleased. But after a while, the woman got boring for the
man because she would not play in the dirt with him, or rollover, or play dead. And
so God made man a companion and called it "dog." The woman was now mad at
the man and dog because they ignored her and went off to play by themselves, so
she called to God and asked if she could have an animal playmate. And so God
created an animalthat would be as moody and changable as the woman would be.
He created the cat.
In present times, the cat (genus Felinus Ferocious) is seen as a useless animal. I
too thought this way untill finally got one, and then my mind changed drastically.
My cat's name is Melissa. The name is derived from Greek, Mel meaning "To eat
large quantities of food very quickly", Lis meaning "To choke upon one's meal", and
Sio, meaning "To vomit profusely." Melissa not only lives up to her name, but also
serves my family faithfully in a number of different ways.
Cat's enjoy decorating, and will do so whenever possible. For example, when you
let them outside, they willalways return with a dead or wounded animal ready for
stuffing and mounting on the rnantlepiece. They also enjoy ripping furniture, which
gives the house that "lived-in" look. Their favorite pasttime, though, is shedding,
and they do this constantly. A cat's house must be covered in cat hair. It's some
sort of biological urge all cats have. My cat not only likes to cover the house, but
also the people in the house. Her shedding has gotten to the point where we have
gathered up excess hair and actually knitted two sweaters and a pair of socks out
of it. The only drawback is that they have to be licked clean.
The best use for a cat, though, is pest control. Say, for example, you have a few
pesky visitors over for dinner and they're boring you with dull conversation about
their trip to Mexico. All you need to rid yourself of these pests is a cat like mine.
Melissa, usually after grooming, will walk into the center of the room where
everyone is sitting. Next, she will assume a crouched position (head near the floor,
buttocks in the air) and begin to rock back and forth. By now, your guests willbe
asking "What's wrong with your kitty?" After a little rocking, she will close her eyes
and start to make wretching noises while making her tongue go in and out of her
mouth. The wretching willbecome louder untilfinally she coughs up a hairballthe
size of a golf ball, garnished with a few pieces of undigested "9-Lives." By this time
your guests will be running either for the front door or the bathroom. Either way,
they'll be out of the house in no time. And if that isn't pest control, I don't know
what is.

So, as you can see, cat's have a variety of uses. Some may see them as
ridiculous, but you have to be a cat owner to know the true potential of the feline.
They are not useless, lazy, and boring like cartoons and t.v. suggests. Instead, they
are useful, intelligent animals with a significant position in today's society. Now if
you will excuse me, I have to go find Melissa, feed her, change her litter box, and
then put her back to bed.
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LINES COTVIPOSED A FEW YEARS LATER
Old people's eyes are swimming
And young people's have yet toed the ebb
Not having the seas of experience
Floods of despair
High swells of sight
A reservoir of hopes and dreams
And the long time tapping of millions of rain drops
Each swelling bulb a face, a home, dh action.
Sitting among the ruins Dorothy still squints
Searching the calm, green valley with a clear eye
Full of soft murmuring and smokey wreaths around.
Does she know the Wye rushed red with noble blood
Or a mortal tide washed her brother's kind two times?
And what of the Beagel's watery notes and Austrian spectacles?

As an eagle soars into the night
To dip its wings in tranquility's basin
She considers the half-shading moon on a crumbled abbey arch
And blinks to moisten her eyes and sighs.
She draws her sweater tighter
Waves away wining flies and stamps her feet at the rising dew.
Old people's eyes are swimming
Pools of light and dark, lapping action
Peter J. Duffv

Proud Heritage
Luther, Jacksor, Douglass
Black or white
Do we have a choice?
Yellow or red
Does color really matter?
Proud Heritage.
They sdg, we're all born naked,
and we'll all die naked.
No one is different
We're proud
Proud is what we are
Proud Heritage.
Whether Black or White
From dawn to dusk
From the morning light,
to the star lit skg,
Life sometimes goes awry,
From shining hopes,
sudden turns,
From grim to grand,
from joy to sorrow,
Waiting for a new
tomorrow.
Or if you haven't stood
an hour in the heat
of hurts you did not choose,
or until your heart has
felt the sting
of critici zing tongu€s,
your unable to taste
the salty tears,
a wonderful soul has wrung.
Proud Heritage:
Where's the black lady
that rides in the
back of the bus
Or the white men who are
confused?

Deborah Ayala
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By E. Charbs Kurtz

starting in Utica, High Point Trail winds down thirteen miles and
intersects with county Road #27. There are curves, hills and dark, green
mountains and rheodore Dunday knew he should keep his new Mustang
GT around forty, but mental temperament has quite a bit to do with drivins
style and he was simply not in the mood to keep it under the limit; Dunday
pulled on his lights as the Mustang jumped up over fifty. It had been a long
day and he wanted to get home.
Dunday's meeting with the people from Ridge Paving, Inc. had not gone
well. There was just no way that he could deliver twenty-five tons of gravel
to Rochester by April 30th. They hadn't been happy about that. Dunday
hadn't been happy either. That's just the way things go sometimes, Dunday
reflected as he pushed his car around another curve and cursed as it began
to snow.
Fluffy snowflakes settled onto Dunday's windshield, immediately turning
into little droplets of water cascading down the incline. Dunday flicked on
his wipers and thought about dropping his speed a little. Fuck itl
New York State is beautiful
winter, spring and fall. The area
- summer,
around utica consists of mountains
and valleys, with tiny spots of villages
dotting the country side. At night, driving through the hills, little splashes
of light mark the isolated farms and homes. The mountains are home to a
people with a little slower life. Dunday enjoyed the solitude. He loved the
scenery; he loved driving at night. He hated the snow.
Three minutes away from his driveway it happened. If he had left that
meeting ten seconds later he would have missed it. But he didn,t.
Most accident victims remember little about the actual incident. At least
that's what Dunday had heard. You couldn't prove it by him though. For
Dunday it was like a slow motion replay on Monday Night Football. And
every detail burned into his brain for eternity.
"Shit!"
The only illumination came from the Mustang's headlights, and he didn,t
see the deer until it was there. Right there.
The front left of the GT hit the right front of the deer, nearly tearing its
leg off. Dunday could see it was a buck. Ni,ce rack,he thought, as the edge
of his hood opened a six inch gash on the deer's shoulder. Dark, red blood
spurted out in a stream and changed his car into a two tone. The force of
the impact drove the deer up into the air
- straight into Dunday's
windshield, and Dunday.
Dunday watched these events unfold, yet felt as if he were simply a
spectator. He knew the deer was going to hit the windshield; he knew the
car was sliding into a skid toward the ravine to his right. He knew, but he
didn't quite understand.
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A car's windshield is built to withstand a certain degree of antagonistic
force, but not a two hundred and ten pound buck. The force of the car's
forward motion propelled it right into the air-borne deer, even as Dunday's
foot jammed the brake pedal into the floorboard.
The deer came through head first. Ten sharp horns rammed towards
Dunday's chest. Dunday lunged
left
the door. Two of the
-towardtearing
spikes plunged savagely into his -right shoulder,
up muscle and
breaking his collarbone. The same instant his bone broke, his car left the
road.
Ten feet down the steep ravine Dunday's car hit the first of several trees.
The driver's side door flew open and Dunday separated from both the car
and the wildly kicking deer. He saw the door open, felt himself going out
and felt the warmth of his blood soaking his chest and arm.
As he fell, Dunday watched the car door close. There was a large part of
Dunday's brain which understood that it would have been easier if his leg
hadn't still been inside when this happened. But again, that's the way the
night was going. So far, he had one business dealdown the tubes, a totaled
car still doing twenty-five down a steep hill (sons driver), a broken leg, a
bleeding busted shoulder, and it wasn't even eight o'clock yet.
Dunday's GT hit a large pine and began doing a series of rolls that would
have been interesting to watch, except Dunday was busy looking at the
two birch trees he was about to hit.
There are usually good points and bad points to any given situation: the
trees broke his fall farther down the ravine; they also broke his other leg
in two places. Mercifully, Dunday passed out before the pain came.
- Dunday
came to sometime around seven-thirty the next morning. He
was fairly sure his feet and hands were frostbitten, but the combination of
a half inch accumulation and a thirty-two degree overnight low had stopped
the bleeding from his shoulder.
Dunday watched as a gray squirrel ran down the trunk of a tree about
ten feet away. The squirrel stopped when it got to the ground and looked
about. Dunday gathered it didn't find this half-dead man particularly
interesting because it turned and scampered across the forest floor. Then
the pain came.
christ! No one can liue with pain like this, Dunday screamed to himself
as he clenched his teeth and watched his knuckles turn from blue to white.
Using his left arm, Dunday pushed his back up against one of the birch
trees. The sun, still low in the sky, began to warm up the ravine. It
appeared as if it would be a beautiful April day, Dunday thought. ll onty
you live fo see it, Teddiel
Grimacing, Theodore Dunday began to take inventory of what was reft of
his body. His right arm was useless; his shoulder felt as if a white hot poker
was doing a fox trot inside. The arm itself was completely numb. His left leg
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had two clean breaks of the fibula. Flashes of black pain shot upward
through his pelvis and pooled deep inside his lower abdomen. Dunday
shifted his weight a tiny bit to get a better vantage on his other leg. What
he saw made his eyes flash
black/white/black/stars. Don'f faint now!
Nof nour, you might not wake- up, Teddie, he thought, slowly swallowing a
mouthful of dry spittle and forcing himself to look at his leg again.
His stylish, brown slacks were matted with dirt and drying blood. The
inseam had ripped out and he could see the white of his bone sticking out
of a gash a couple of inches below his knee. The meat of his leg, around the
protruding bone, looked like a piece of tripe someone had left out for three
or four weeks. The skin was broken and bruised all around his leg where
the door had slammed it.
WellTeddie, you'tJe really done it this time, chum. Good thing it was cold

last night or you would have bled to death for sure. I wonder if that
wouldn't have been for the best.
The sun was burning off the light snow of the previous night as it rose
into the mid-day sky. Dunday blinked. The sun was in his eyes when he
woke up. He hadn't even realized he had fainted until he saw how far up
Solwas in the trees. He thought the branches took on a rather surrealistic
look as they moved in the breeze, each tree melding together to form a
woven cover for the forest.
"Ah
- Mr. Gray! I see you have returned," Dunday said, watching his
squirrel bounce along a storm felled tree. Then the pain came. Always the
pain.
The previously gorgeous jet-black Mustang GT had come to rest fifty
feet down at the bottom of the ravine. It was blocking a small stream that
cascaded down a succession of slate flats. Pent up water was beginning to
form a girowing pool behind the GT. Think there's anything in there that
can help you, Teddie? Fuck
- the way you're busted up that car might as
well be in Madrid.
The sun was gliding slowing through the afternoon and Dunday was
beginning to wonder why no one had seen the wreckage and gotten him
some GOD DAMN FUCKING ASSTSTANCE DOWN HERE.
Teddie shimmied his way around the birch using his one good appendage
as a pivot. wave after wave of the old, familiar, black pain broke through
his brain. Almosf went out again didn't you, Teddie. Let's not do that again,
he thought, finally settling back against the tree.
From his new position Dunday could look up at High Point Trail. Looking
up, Dunday began to cry. It started with one or two tears rolling down his
cheeks and escalated into heavy sobs. The road that he had so rudely left
some nineteen hours earlier
Hours!
was straight up. No
- Nineteen
great wonder no one had stopped.
No one can see-me! I'm going to Iuckin'
die down here!
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Roger Burt sat O;" on his breeze *"u o"o.,l*,
the kitchen
"*",0"
door, and slipped his feet into his L.L. Bean boots. They
were the nuts for

fishin', and

it

looked like tonight would be dandy for his favorite

-

rainbows.
Trout season had been open for two days and after work Roger had
gotten his limit on both of them. Like many of his fellow sportsmen Roger
Burt had his "luck spot". He finished lacing up his boots and allowed his
mind to drift towards that perfect trout pool.
Roger and Rosemary had bought their farm three years ago. Roger had
been a good boy, working for Lambert & Lambert, Syracuse's largest (and
best) law firm, for forty years. Then, after retirement, they had bought the
farm.
Five months ago, the good people of Gateway had seen fit to draft Roger
as their overwhelming choice for Town Justice. He was extremely well liked
and respected. So much for a quiet retirement. But he enjoyed his new job.
Not much went on in Gateway anyway, so he was only busy with his duties
a few hours a day. That stillleft plenty of time for picking blackberries with
Rosemary or taking Charlie, their Lab, for a stroll. And, of course
- fishin'.
Rosemary had loved the quaint old farmhouse; Roger had needed that
little trout stream that wound back and forth through the bottom land; Ms.
Tasker had been a very happy real estate agent. It had been her third sale
that month.
Roger grabbed his trusty, old, bamboo fly rod off of its hooks under the
kitchen window in the breeze way, picked up his tackle box, and strolled
out the door.
"Be home in a couple of hours, Honey," he called back over his shoulder,
just as the door slammed shut.
"Come on, Charlie. Let's go find some more of those feisty rainbows."
Charlie looked up from his spot under a big oak in the side yard. His
body felt every day of the thirteen years he had spent on this earth, as he
tried to stretch it awake from one of several afternoon naps.
Going fishin'with The Man was one of the few treats Charlie had to look
forward to these days. Charlie and Roger had both given up birds a couple
of years earlier. The last time out Rosemary had thought they were both
going to croak after they had gotten home from a day in the fields, and that
had been that. Most people thought Roger wore the pants in the family, but
when Rosemary's foot hit the floor
it stayed.

Now, from one of the kitchen windows,
Rosemary watched her "two
boys" trudge across the back field and her heart gently warmed.
"Lets try that pool near the big willow tonight. What do you say, boy,"
Roger said as the pair neared the stream.
"Rooof!", Charlie replied as enthusiastically as possible.
29
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Twenty feet further along Roger pulled up with a start.
"O.K., I'll see you tomorrow, after breakfast. Say about nine, nine-thirty.
"Damndest thing, Honey," he said twenty minutes later, as he pulled off
his boots at the kitchen table, oblivious to the mud tracked all over the
- Yeah. Bye." Roger hung up the phone and turned toward his wife who
sat at the kitchen table with a cup of de-cafe and a slice of dry toast.
floor. "Never heard of a stream drying up in the spring. Did you?"
"Mark and I are going to hike up in the morning and see if we can find
*****
*****
*****
the trouble. Probably a tree fell down up there where the stream winds
around High Point Trail. Those woods are pretty old."
The sun had gone down about two hours earlier and Teddie was getting
"Well I'll pack you two a couple of sandwiches and some coffee. And
cold. Bone cold. And some of them were out in the breeze enjoying the
don't you go moving any trees. That's young people's work," Rosemary
night air.
said, getting up from the table and pushing in her chair. She continued as
Shortly after dusk, Teddie had become certain that if he didn't get his ass
she stepped across to the sink with her dirty dishes, "lf you two find
up to the road he really was going to die. Dead certain!
anything you just call Tom Sheffield down at the sheriffs and let them take
It had been a long afternoon. The longest of his life. The longest in
care of it."
anyone's life. Fucking long timet
Rosemary Burt looked over and saw her husband standing by the phone,
He had gone out again when he had tried to use the belt from his coat
lost in thought. My man is getting older, she thought. Christ, he's getting
and some birch bark to splint up his right leg. The only thing was, he had
white hairs in his ears now!
had to get his bones and the tripe back inside the skin before he could do
Standing over the sink, Rosemary lost her grip on the cup and saucer.
it. It had been after he pushed down, with all his remaining strength, on
She looked down just in
a..:"..1".0*"..lia shatter in the sink.
what yesterday had been a working leg, that he had gone into never, never
:tT"
land. Almost worked, too. But the bone had popped back out while he (and
Theodore Dunday had never been sure of how he felt about woods at
Peter) had been flying around. It was bleeding again. And the pain. Always
night. Now he was sure. They sucked! The ground sucks, the trees suck,
the pain.
the sky sucks, the animal noises really suck.
Teddie tilted his head up toward the road and a fresh jolt of the old,
Teddie was pretty certain that it was going to get light soon, but he
black pain shot through his shoulder like a bullet leaving the muzzle of a
wasn't positive. Time had become somewhat discontinuous. Why didn't I
.30/.30. From where he sat the twenty-five feet up to the top of the ravine
ever get married, he thought. Then someone would miss me. Nobody will
looked like Mt. Everest. Twenty-five feet. I should be able to make that, he
miss me until next week. Salesmen sometimes don't check in for days. My
thought.
secretary won't get worried until long about Tuesday or Wednesday. I? be
With a heavy heart, not to mention seventy pounds of broken, bleeding,
as dead as that deer down there by Tuesday or Wednesday. Fuck it
useless legs, Teddie started up.
you'll be dead by tonight, Teddie.
Three seconds later it became glaringly obvious that this simply was not
Teddie had not gotten a restful night sleep. Pain had woken him up a
going to work. He had moved two out of three hundred inches, and his
couple of times. A(ways the pain. And then the coyote had come.
whole body burned with a black fire. His legs hurt, his shoulder hurt, he
Somewhere in his foggy, pain-racked brain Teddie had been aware of his
had a headache worthy of Godzilla, and he had begun to wonder if maybe
mother shaking him, trying to wake him up. Only it wasn't Teddie's mother.
he hadn't broken a couple of ribs too.
It was a coyote brought in by the smell of blood in the air.
Teddie was getting tired. Real tired. Dead tired! lt was 8:05 and time for
The coyote took a couple of hesitant steps backward as Dunday became
bed. "Night, night, dear," Teddie heard his mother say. "Sleep tight. Don,t
conscious. Teddie could just make out the shape in the dark. Then it
let the bed bugs bite."
growled.
Teddie went out again, but not for beer and apizza.
Teddie had been scared. Real scared. Scared to death he was going to
die.
Not that he minded that so much. In fact, it almost looked like a
*****
*****
*****
pleasant change of scenery at this point. But not like this. He didn't want
to die in this monster's teeth.
"Yeah Mark, dry as a bone," Roger said into the phone.
He picked up a rock that had been digging into his backside anyway, and
Rosemary could hear Mark's muffled voice coming from the receiver and
almost passed out again when he moved. Black, black plain flew up his
she shot Roger an inquisitive face.
pelvis into his stomach. Hey! My legs don't hurtl of course they don't hurt
you shit head
they're frozen solid.

-
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It had snowed again while he had been out and a soft blanket of white

powder covered the ground
Teddie.
- and
He threw the rock; Hi Peter,
how's Captain Hook?
Teddie must not have been out too long because when he came around
he could just see the outline of the coyote slinking away towards the deer
carcass.

"That's right, fucker. Take the deer. This ones not dead yet," Teddie
mumbled, not able to generate much in a way of vocalpower. No food and
no water for what
- one day, two days. He couldn't remember. His mouth
felt as dry as electric heat.
Teddie could hear the coyote ripping away at the deer's flesh. Better you

than me fella, he thought. Serues you right lor not lookin1 both ways
before you cross the street.
Then he was out agatn. Peter, I can flyl
That had been when, Teddie thought, an hour ago
- two. Who the fuck
knows? Who the fuck cares?
Mr. Gray was taking his morning stroll, except it wasn't quite morning
yet. He ran dourn a tree and jumped, from four feet up, onto the forest
floor, landing in a russle of leaves, then scurrying away. God Damn squirrel
sounds like a Mack truck in these woods at night, Teddie thought.
Then the pain; olu,roys the pain.
Teddie didn't think he could take it much longer. It just wasn't worth it.
Why fight it. He knew no one was going to find him, and there was no way
in fuckin'hell he was going to make it to the road. Why fight it? Let it go.

Justletitgo'

*****

*****

*****

"Roger! There's a God Damn car in the middle of the steam. No wonder
no water's gettin'down to our places."
"lt looks like it was a pretty good crash," Roger replied. I wonder why we
didn't hear about it, he thought, as he moved up the left side of the ravine,
watching his step in the snow, so he didn't fall down and break his neck.
They had started out from Roger's farm at nine forty-five. The first half
of a mile or so had been easy going. Roger and Mark had followed the
stream bed as it wound through Roger's land. The going had gotten much
harder, and much slower, when they had started up the ravine that cut its
way down the mountain.
They had tried to stay near the stream bed, but after Mark had slipped

"Wow, Mark. One would think we would of heard something about this,"
Roger said as they got down to the car.
"Yeah, nice car too. Shame."
"l wonder if anyone was hurt," Roger asked.
"lf they were in the car when it did this they're probably dead as a door
nail, Mark replied, getting up on his tiptoes to look into the side window.
"Yeah. But we would have heard."
Roger jumped from rock

to rock across the stream bed that

was

beginning to fill up again from a small slip stream around the new dam.
"l wonder what happened to the driver," Roger muttered, as he glanced

over the car at Mark.
"Beautiful set of wheels. Bet this sucker'd do one sixty on straight way."
Roger turned and looked up at the road. "Look at those marks on those
birch trees over there," Roger cried, taking two or three more steps up the
right side of the ravine. "They must be fifteen feet up."
Mark gazed up to where Roger was pointing. "Hell of a crash," he
murmured, moving around the low side of the car.
Roger was edging his way up the slope when he found the deer.

"Mark, there's a dead deer over here. It looks like something has been at
it, too. It's pretty beat up."
"Think that's what happened? The car hit the deer," Mark asked, coming
abreast of Roger.
"Don't know. Possible," Roger said absently. He looked up towards the
birches, then higher
up to the road, then back at the birches. And then

...hesawit.

-

'OH NO!!" Roger screamed, bounding up the ravine with the urgency of
driven fear. He could hear Mark behind him, asking what was the matter,
but he couldn't answer. Not yet. Not until he knew. Not until he saw. Not
until

....

Roger Burt's face drained of every drop of blood, his arms fell limply to
his sides making an odd slapping noise against his jeans as they landed.

There, below him, lay the body of Theodore Dunday. May God haue
mercy on his soul; he hadn't had any on his mind and body.
Mr. Gray pranced across the snow covered leaves, jumped onto a tree
and chattered.

THE END

they had opted for the top left of the ravine, where it flattens out into a
rolling curve stretching three or four hundred yards over to the next
ravine.

Then they found the car.
Roger and Mark picked their way down the side of the ravine. Roger
slipped once and he thought he caught a quick smirk flash over Mark's
face, but he wasn't sure.
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Wet Blanket

"The Soul of Man

Recall the past glory and pleasure

No one could forget such treausre
The cold resemblance of something warm

A wet blanket after a winter's storm
Michael J. Maronda, Jr.

Past
I wrap myself with a blanket of comfort and security
made up of memories from the past.
I have relied on this blanket (too many times to count)
as a barrier to protect myself
from the thoughts of others.
But as the seasons go by, the blanket has become torn
and tattered, and at each corner of my mind

it unravels.
I lose the names and faces of friends.
I look at the Mickey Mouse watch on my wrist for an answer.
The damn mouse just stares back with a smile of glee.
one glove-covered hand is on the one, and the other is on the
three.
A watch I have had since I was a child,
and it continues to tick away the time.
Once it held a memory of my youth but that also is gone.
Soon it will be too deathly cold to exist
without a blanket
Then what?
Troy Robfnson

The ;r In rises
To p^y open our eyes
After a long surrender
To night's slumber.
The morning frost
Encases the earth
In the cold grasp
Of winter, in early March.
The warm rays of the sun
Penetrate the room,
Through the window,
Ready to perform
The daily coitus
Between man and nature.
But man is not a nature-lover;
He sits back

In his towering cathedrals of stone,
Mortar,
Concr ete,

And steel,
Perpetually contraceptive

To the embrace
Of the sun and the breeze,
The ocean and the trees,
Never wanting to walk
Barefoot on the sand.
As his work-ritual ends,

He drives-away on the highway,
Racing towards the west,
Running away from where he has
been.

Roger Scalzo

*Edited from complete poem

The Holy Land
?o you understand everything that has beerr said to you?,
Says my Father.
He is new to me as Prometheus' red flower was to my brothers.
YIV Father has always been away at the city
Resting behind pillars, looking down at the hills and the slow river.
Near my ritual time he sent me postcards
Inviting me to climb the hills and wade the river and fly
But this was not his hill or his river.
The places were far away, foggy with dreams.
He has come home to me from the dark in brilliant light
With shiny bracelets and fine stitched robes.
His face is queer and angry but he knows me
He calls me son.
I don't remember him the same
His face soft and moving back and forth in the fire light.
He said he wanted my portrait and wash my hands ii fine black balm.
He did not want to forget me.
He gave me his bracelets and then I knew
I knew I was not a boy but a man.
A bigger man than -V father
Because his bracelets pinched.
Peter J. Duffv
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RAIN

(From Thoreou's Walden)

The weather here is quite changeable.
The rain comes at the most unexpected times.
Even now, it slides down and rests quietly with

A clean red trolley,

the others
never alone.
Each drop is soon intermingled with the thousands that have come before.
forgotten
It's grey
Cold too. Nature keeps us inside today.
She sets aside days like this for organizing.
Sometimes it takes longer
weeks

There are changes to be made. Decisions.
Where to put the couch. What color to paint the bathroom.
Sometimes you hint to a friend that you need a hand.
Some are too busy and cannot be bothered with someone else's petty
tasks

problems. While others are willing to help
paint the bathroom.
Today is just one of those days
I just felt a drop.
Karen Marie Benz

A'Spot of Time'at Baron's Pond
Perfect azure skies yield to the
flaming western twilight silhouetting
fragrant evergreens stretching lazy
limbs over the br eeze rippled water
which tickles my ankles dangling
from the weathered wooden dock to the
winsome melody of two thousand spring
peepers scatt ered among the swaying grasses
cattails and shoreline lillies where an
early largemouth explodes the calm
surface in persuit of dinner sending
a flight of mallards carving a quick
path across the pond's surface-Senses sensing

"A Melancholy Accident"
its smooth chrome and glass
gleaming thirsty in the
sunlight.
The huddled few who wait
step aboard as brass is struck,

a gold bell chiming notes
that with the trolley are
gone.

Humming quickly through
the city, propelled by wires
that hang unseen above baggy
pedestrians like an electric
web.

The burdened wood crackles
as trolley rails shreik,
the sparking cables snap and fall
turning the travelling crowd to
toast.

Jon Victor

till they

can sense no more,
I am lost in the evening's

Thrillins still.
Chris Tanner
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On the way Red was pinsns a new song she had
wrote,

"A tisket, a tasket,
A green and yellow basket.
I put a letter on the top
And on the way I dropped it.
I dropped it, I dropped it,A little boy picked rt up
. 4nd put it in his pocket . . . ',
Yeah, the chick reaty- iooked. but it was this
very tune that got o' Red in
trouble. The wolf (dramitic.incedentai
just passed and decided that it wai -uri.)lpp"ured from behind a tree Red had
iun.n'ti-". He figured that he had three
options: he courd stear the basket and eai ihe
lood, h.";H J";i'i;iand eat her,
or he could steal the song and
n"ue, be hungry again.
-uke;b;;e.and
Being prettv smart as rut ur ,uoiulr
hli".ia"d
s"
stearing the song
be
infintelv better. After a[ the food ;;;
b;;"re in ten minutes, if that wourd
and Red
wourd probabrv onrv rast through th" ;";rirs:b;t
irE;;ril;;Li".li"r, with the

proper promotion of course.
-so he set off t6wards R"d'. ;;llifd;;;'voice.
Now, at this point,.h:_y*{tr"*
*f,"if,ir-soA *u. *d .'. .'i;; h"d; phn. Hed
make friends with her. get her to invite
him f,ome, srip her a mickey, ransack the
house for the sheet music and split]S-pi;:';;i;;i;.1il:'il";r';1il;il
indeed. He
set off in the direction of her voice und' .oon
came upon her skipping arong. Red
was actually not one to.skip along but rh;
h; g.otten a blister on her foot from the
lgns yglk and it.helped.kelprhJp'"J;;;';Fin"
uua foot. The worf forowed her
at a distance.,. s.lir$iry q.ehid trees, hidinJ-in shadows
and other assorted worf
nonsense until she'd finaily. had it and sat
dolwn for ; ;;.t. fil;;;iil"lia"a that the
best approach was to urk h"r ubouah*
(a
little galantrv courdn't hurt). He
"na
"""ii so Red wourdn,tservice
his throat
crobber
him_with the basket for sneakinj6;;;;:-'
"Pardon.me, madam, if you ar; i"
r.ira of distress please a'ow me to be of
assistance."
Pretty smooth. huh?
Red had onlv heard that kind of talk on terevision,
so she rooked up at him as if
he was out of his tree (which.w;"il.;;;#
out in the
trees that much). However, ihe tttg;*ti, ir
.i, anxious toieii"assistance,
maybe she courd qet him to take theG;kef;o
grandma,s house for her.
"oh sir," she 5eoan, trying to r"-"-u"i r,ow.they
sounded in ,cyrano de
"pcrhaps-vou wourj be
to
aeriveittrr.
?-":n:rur',
u".i.!t'.r
to my
grandmama (emphasis on the.second 'ma'),
stl i" itt and has nobody tod
to care for
her." she also wanted to mention th"i
si#v;ut. nr."
asainst.
The wolf happilv accepted and took Ir,"
[irr."t, teiling Red that he would return
.,
the
basket the first chance that he
sG i;'tJtru";"iro;=J;sged her
shoulders and skipped of ror
course, waited until she was out
of sight and sat down to eat..There
.f,1"f."r,
and
some rhubarb pie. No doubt about it. . .
n"J-J". a rotten cook but at least
"ahd
he was
full. All he had to do now *u. .ho*
ReJb house.

f;th
ba;;il';b;r
."-"

i,;;rd;;

W;iiil;;;;i; #;

r"L,

* kril;

;ir;;;;#;"il1d

il.b-".hr" *'-i'.t
;; r;#
6;t
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Red had been home for about an hour soaking her foot when
grandma called and inquired where her food was. Red explained-the situation and
told granny to call out for a pizza and have it put on Red's tab. After Red had hung

up on grandma she began to ponder thw wolfs motives more closely and she
it wasnt a-really groovy idea to have given him her address
(brisht isnt she?)).

decided that maybe

"l'd better invite the guys over, iust in case." she mumbled to herself. she picked
up
.thg nlone again and began to dial. see, she worked with a band called 'Big Red
and the studmuffins'(a motely bunch of hoods with hearts of gold) and even tliough
they weren't rehearsing tonight, she knew right where to find t-hem. when the oth-er
end.was.picked up she asked the voice forDizzy. Through the stagnant air of the
' pool hall
that floated between Dizzy and the phone shJmanagedlo discern the
other voices she wanted to hear. After the conversation ended, diz rounded up the
guys and hauled off in their'72 winnebago named'white Flash'. In no time lt
all
they were knocking on Red's door. she uihered the group into the kitchen to hide,
a1{ save them the basics of the plan. she would mak6 anLxcuse to leave the room,
if the wolf gave any hint of monkey business . . . jump him. The boys ald what they
were told and sat quiet until the doorbell rang.
The wolf had come-a-courtin'.
greeted him cordially and told him that he shouldn't have brought the bottle
-Red
of champagne, but she was glad he did. Being the suave little *&#g! th; he was, the
wolf bowed and replied, "Twas nothing at all, my dear."
just lucky for Red that wolfy didnt htar the guys gagging away in the
. .lt. was
kitchen.
,

Anyway, Red asked him

to have a seat and went into the kitchen for

some

glasses. while she was out. of the room, the wolf puiled a tiny vial of sleeping
powder out of wherever wolves keep things like thai, ready to iip into her drink
when her back was turned. when she returned, he poured as she sat in a chair on

the opposite side of the room from him. They were actually both a little
uncomfortable, knowing that they were trying to put one over on Lach other. So,
besides- some,general throat clearing, not much else was happening. one could call
it a definitely less than thrilling encounter.
- Needless to say, the natives in the kitchen were getting restless. They had the
door open just enough s9 they could see out into the livingloom, and they were all
crouched up on each other_in a pile so that each one
get a good look. It was
about ten minutes into the boredom when Dizzy got a"ould
charlZy hoise and began to
tip over. since he was at the bottom you can pretty much gueis what would hlppen
when he gave out.
Total disaster.
_ with Di_zzy down, all .the weight of the gang rested on Mongo. when he got
flattened, Iggy tipped and took Ezekiel with himlaking out three
f,otteJ punts Jna
the microwave oven stand. Finally, Island (the one wh6 ahays woie plaid Bermuda
shorts) collapsed and hit his head on the stove causing hot water to spitt on his bare
legs.

. whe-n the wolf heard all the. commotion, he jumped and made a beeline for the
door, In the midst of the metee, the guy; ;fi;;;d t;';ri;;a-"ih';;.elves and
gfrarged the wolf. ol' wotfy, thoush, wa. u fa.t mother. N;o doubt about it.
Unfortunately for him, though, one of ihe disadvantages of having a tail is that it's
never quite up to where you are and when Red got the amazing presence of mind
to slam the door on the wolfs tail, he got snagged.
. . l{". yu9 caught, oh boy was he caughl. Oh cripe did that hurt. Not being one to
hide his feelings, the wolf let out a scream that could have woke grandma at the
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other end of the forest. Red opened the door and the wolf fell to the ground
panting. Just when he thought he'd bought the farm for sure, the guys came
bounding out the door yelling, "That's it! That's the sound! Oh yeah! Bitchin'!" With
tears in his eyes, the wolf got up on his knees, "Pleeeease don't kill me! I promise
I'll be good. I'll never bother you again, I'll bring food to grandma, I'll, I'll, lll even
get a ninety-nine year subscription to Rolling Sfone!"
"Kill you?".asked Island, "Whose talking about killing you? That sound you made
. . .can you do it again, like, without gett-ing a door slammed on your tail?"
The wolf looked at the beaming faces and figured these guys were a few cards
short of a full deck . . . probably a couple suites, at least . . . maybe more. He felt
he didn't have much choice, though and let out a couple of screams until he
remembered his Stanislavski training and recreated the pain in his mind. The result
was fantastic.

The Studmuffins began to jump and scream and have a basically good time,
pumping the wolfs paw vigorously and slapping him sharply across the back of the
head a couple of times. The wolf managed to break away from the group long
enough for one question, "Pardon me for interrupting but just what the hell is going
on here?"
Dizzy, being the sharpest member of the group (which isn't saying a helluva lot),
brought his exuberance under control and blurted out, "That sound! That soundi
That sound!"

Red finally intervened and informed the wolf that there was a particular sound the
group couldn't seem to make on their synthesizer. They knew that it was just the
particular sound they needed to make a million dollar smash out of the tune they'd
just written. . . and it was the sound he had just made. Since they knew the wolf
wasn't going anywhere, Red and the guys stepped up on the porch for a quick
meeting. A little while later, Red returned and explained their proposition to the
wolf. They wanted him to join the band as a permanent member, but since he's
been basically rotten he had to make up for it by bringing grandma lunch four times
a week. If he agreed, they'd let him live. If not, they'd wear him next winter.
It was certainly an offer he couldn't refuse.
About a month later, a very famous disc jockey named Jack, who had empathy
for wolf sounds, heard the tune. He was about to promote it into a mega-smash
which made'Red and the Studmuffins'real happy. Now Red's got a new mink cape,
the boys all have their own Mercedes, grandma has a live-in servant and the woll
was able to have plastic surgery done on his tail.
And they all lived happily ever after.

The End
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